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The rush is in the catching, the reconnection of a
boomerang thrown seconds ago. I met Chet Shouffer
when I attended a summer camp in middle school at Ohio
Wesleyan University, our neighbor to the north. What I
knew going there was that Chet was a god. Maybe not
actually God, but a true-to-life deity anyway. What I
didn't know would haunt me for the next seven years.
As anyone can tell you, Chet Snouffer is the great-
est American boomeranger of all time, perhaps the
world's best. He's the only person who's won the World
Championship thrice. He was teaching the art of sport
at the camp, and all my friends there loved him. We all
worked diligently to make our own 'rangs, and spent
our afternoons and evenings throwing with each other
in the broad grassy fields of Delaware. If only one of us
could be like Chet, could compete and enter the realm
of greatness. If only that one could be me. Looking
back, these were hopes we shared. But we all got more
than we bargained for.
For me, my wild ride in the world of cults ended on
the side of a dirt road, thirty miles from a tournament
and twenty minutes after the worst thunderstorm of my
life. I knew I had to pull my life together and fast. I was
lucky enough to get into rehab and, with a little help,
gently swab my brain free of the incessant burning de-
sire to throw the boomerang. What makes it painful to
deprogram a boomerang cult survivor is the fact that the
boomerang always comes back. You can throw it hard,
or soft; in wind, or still air; with a forged Chet auto-
graph in blue sharpie pen, or black. It will always come
sniffling back at your feet. So just when you think you've
got that urge kicked, just when you're able to tear your-
self from your habit of watching ESPN 2 in futile antici-
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pation, it all comes back in graceful swooping glides.
One part of reclaiming the shattered life to which a
former cult member returns is finding support. So it has
been a great therapeutic experience to work with Tom
and the writers on this issue of MoYO. We present both
sides of the coin: activities accepted as "culture" and
those insidious practices that constitute a "cult." Heidi
Newitt writes on the followers of Kid Rock and other
alarming cultural developments in the fusion of rap and
heavy metal. liana Silverstein writes about Contact
Improvisation, a dance form with the potential to change
the lives of those who join in the jam. Adam Mallinger
bemoans the corruption of Pop Cult to Pop Culture.
Alicia Frieberg and Kate Soucy both take us across bor-
ders to hold up other cultures to our own. Lindsay Woods
and Annie Louden both write about an unorthordox ob-
session, one with a former Senate majority leader, and
one with the written word. Jim Dunson and Steve
Kovach open up MoYO to philosophical inquiry, ap-
proaching the problematic culinary paradigm. Tom
Hankinson writes on Denison's own "mystic band," and
I offer my reflections on the cult of masculinity.
In short, it was our intent as editors to present the
issues, the people, and of course, the rhetoric, leaving
our readers to come to your own conclusions. After all,





Confession of a Book-
Hoarding Monomaniac
by Annie Louden
I have a problem, an addiction. I'll admit it; I'm
weak. All my money, all my time, all my thoughts go












and the pull. I
thought I'd be
cured when I
came to college. I
was sure the re-
quired reading
and the book bills
would quench
my thirst for all
things literary, but I was wrong. In fact, I think it's got-
ten worse.
I already belong to four book clubs. They seek me
out. One day I'll innocently riffle through my mail and
come across a brightly colored pamphlet, offering me
six beautiful new hardbacks for the price of $4.95. How
can I resist that? And they're delivered right to my door.
It's like Christmas, but better. Every three weeks I get a
club bulletin detailing all the new books I could soon
own. It's damaging to my checkbook.
But it doesn't stop there. My idea of a perfect day
is one spent within the book-lined walls of Barnes and
Noble. My pulse quickens as I walk through those
manifesto
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wooden double doors and am greeted by the smell of
new paper, glue, and dust jackets. The smartly designed
covers in the New Fiction section always draw me in. I
get lost among the rows and rows of beckoning books.
But I try not to buy books at bookstores. I do have a
library card, after all. Well, three of them now.
But even then, I like to OWN books. It's not un-
common for me to stand in my closet, staring at the
shelves with MY books. They look so lovely, so friendly,
so inviting, and they're all in pristine condition. I don't
dog-ear or underline favorite passages. I remove the dust
jacket while reading a hardback so as not to scuff, bend,
or get fingerprints on the cover. I don't own many pa-
perbacks in ratio to hard, but even these I treat with lov-
ing care. I read them with the book open as little as pos-
sible so as not to crack the binding. This slightly hinders







buy more. I have













There is no discrimination. I'm obsessed with books,
and it's not getting better.
And now there's the Internet. Amazon.com is my
new best friend. A few clicks of the mouse and soon I'll
have a package notice in my Slayter box to pick up my
new, enticing book.
Is there anyone out there that can help me? My dorm
room is full of Stephen King, Michael Crichton, Bar-
bara Kingsolver, Dean Koontz, Dave Barry, and Terry
Pratchett. I can't stop my compulsive book buying. Per-
haps there's a Bookworms Anonymous I could join. If
you find out, come get me. I'll be in my room, drooling
over my shelves of addictive books. ©
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